;:«wwu!s«j:3Ssn::i:jaM:r.5sv»;n:i!;::i:s;:;3:«ssi;i;j;:*3;3, 

I*  »4*  Mflav*  w««  ««  *•!.*«<»*  Vila  “1  -I «  •  I  a 

!•»<•»•  •.>»**«•»<*<»•*  •»«»•  ■  *  rx<«i|  <■  •«>  aaaaj  .a  «»»»»  *  * 


si svsssau  n 53333 133a :::33:s: 


llrff ! If lllilsli: 


KtlXVIOl  <•>**■ 


[f55S««55?Ss3IIH! 


1222:25 


i i > i ■ j»S 3532 S5S - 3 52 »72»»5 . 


lISSSSitelssIM: 


jiiUnisilugilalUUUfUi 


z:-. 


i::5=5:3t:-3:=35i-3:5::5;:-5::5.-::==:i::: 

•  ■»«•*«*•»**  +  -**  •*  »-<v  ■ 

iijiiiwMSKnJijiijiinsiiiiiKiiliiisi 


:33S3>33:3;3:33::33i 

[Ifgllli  IIIIIIIjIIS 


iigs&saisi 


i  ■  ■  ■  a  ’  ■  ■«■«■*««  «v«iaa«i*i«at>i«vi 


■  •■■■•■•a<>aaai<»iaa-a< 

i3»*.:;9::sit3i3;3»;3:3; 


5222535521' 

r  -ill!.';- 

1 52525  »■ 

372:23522; 

3:2523324; 

M.C.  MIGEL  LIBRARY 

AMERICAN  PRINTING 

HOUSE  FOR  THE  BLIND 

't - - - ^ 


SEVEN  TRUE 
DOG  STORIES 


By  MARGARET  DAVIDSON 
Illustrated  by  Susanne  Suba 

The  snow  was  piling  up  deeper  and  deeper.  It  was 
thirty  degrees  below  zero.  How  could  anyone 
brave  the  storm  and  answer  the  call?  It  seemed 
impossible— but  not  for  Balto. 

Who  is  Balto?  Only  one  of  the  very  special  dogs 
whose  amazing  feats  make  this  collection  of 
•  easy-to-read  tales  impossible  to  put  down.  Young 
readers  will  meet  Dox,  the  greatest  dog  detective 
in  the  world;  Grip,  the  dog  who  was  a  thief; 
Sascha,  a  guide  dog  for  a  blind  dog ;  and  Bobbie, 
the  dog  who  travelled  3,000  miles  to  find  his  way 
home. 

A  delightful  introduction  adds  a  backdrop  of  im¬ 
portant  facts  about  dogs  and  the  different  "jobs" 
they  have  performed  over  the  centuries.  They 
have  been  hunting  dogs  and  herding  dogs,  watch 
dogs  and  war  dogs,  police,  rescue,  circus,  sled, 
guard  and  guide  dogs,  or  just  plain  pets.  Some 
dogs  have  won  world  fame,  others  have  been 
heroes  to  a  few. 

Margaret  Davidson  has  written  a  book  that  will 
leave  young  readers  with  tears,  chuckles  and  a 
sense  of  the  marvelous. 
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About  Dogs 


A  long,  long  time  ago  —  in  the  days 
when  people  lived  outdoors  or  in  caves  — 
there  were  no  tame  dogs.  All  the  animals 
of  the  world  were  wild. 

One  of  those  wild  animals  was  the  wolf. 
Wolves  roamed  through  the  fields  and  for¬ 
ests  —  and  were  very  shy  and  suspicious 
of  humans.  Yet  from  these  wild  wolves 
(and  maybe  some  jackals  and  foxes  too) 
have  come  all  the  different  dogs  that  are 
pets  today. 
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How  did  this  happen?  It  might  have  be¬ 
gun  like  this.  One  day  a  man  was  hunting 
in  the  forest.  He  saw  a  wolf  —  and  killed 
it  with  his  spear.  Then  he  heard  a  soft 
mewing  sound  coming  from  somewhere 
nearby.  He  looked  around  and  saw  some 
wolf  cubs  curled  up  in  a  nest.  The  man 
raised  his  spear  once  more.  After  all,  each 
of  the  cubs  would  make  a  tasty  meal.  But 
something  stopped  him.  He  picked  one  of 
the  cubs  up  and  carried  it  home  instead. 

The  cub  grew  into  a  full-grown  wolf  — 
a  wolf  that  was  partly  tame.  Very  likely 
this  wolf  mated  with  another  wolf  some¬ 
one  else  had  raised  as  a  pet.  Before  long 
a  litter  of  pups  was  born.  This  happened 
again  and  again  for  many  hundreds  of 
years.  And  little  by  little  many  of  these 
animals  who  lived  with  people  began  to 
look  less  and  less  like  wolves.  Some  were 
bigger  and  some  smaller.  Some  had  thicker 
coats  and  some  were  born  with  short  hair. 
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Some  were  very  gentle  and  some  were 
even  fiercer  than  a  wild  wolf.  These  were 
the  first  dogs. 

People  began  to  realize  that  dogs  could 
be  useful  in  different  ways.  Some  dogs 
barked  a  lot.  Their  loud  warning  barks 
kept  thieves  and  wild  animals  away. 
Other  dogs  could  run  very  fast.  They 
helped  hunters  chase  down  their  prey. 
Some  dogs  helped  farmers  herd  other  ani¬ 
mals,  like  sheep  and  goats. 

From  those  early  days  dogs  have  been 
trained  to  do  more  and  more  things  — 
until  today  there  are  hunting  dogs  and 
herding  dogs,  watch  dogs  and  war  dogs, 
police  dogs  and  rescue  dogs,  circus  dogs, 
sled  dogs,  guard  dogs  and  dogs  to  guide 
the  blind. 

Most  dogs  can’t  see  too  well.  They  see 
things  up  close  but  anything  far  away  is 
often  just  a  blur  to  them.  Many  scientists 
think  that  dogs  are  also  color-blind.  They 
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can  t  see  the  many  bright  colors  that  peo¬ 
ple  can.  Their  world  is  all  black  and  white 
and  shades  of  gray  in  between. 

A  dog  s  sense  of  hearing  is  much  keener. 
Dogs  can  hear  things  that  are  happening 
far  away.  They  can  hear  very,  very  small 
sounds  too.  Dogs  are  also  able  to  hear  very 
high  and  very  low  sounds  —  sounds  peo¬ 
ple  can  t  pick  up. 

But  a  dog  s  best  sense  by  far  is  his  sense 
of  smell.  Some  scientists  say  that  many 
dogs  can  smell  a  hundred  times  better 
than  people.  Others  say  they  can  smell 
many  thousands  of  times  better! 

A  dog  can  read  all  sorts  of  messages 
with  his  nose.  He  can  tell  if  another  dog 
or  some  other  animal  has  come  his  way. 
He  can  tell  if  that  animal  is  a  friend  or  a 
stranger.  He  can  tell  if  they  came  by  re¬ 
cently  or  a  long  time  ago.  Dogs  can  smell 
things  that  are  happening  a  long  way 
away  too.  Some  dogs  can  even  smell 
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what’s  happening  two  miles  away  —  if 
the  wind  is  blowing  in  the  right  direction. 

Dogs  are  often  used  to  help  find  miss¬ 
ing  people  —  like  lost  children  and  es¬ 
caped  criminals.  First  you  give  a  dog 
something  that  belongs  to  the  missing  per¬ 
son  —  a  shirt  or  a  shoe  or  perhaps  a  hand¬ 
kerchief.  The  dog  gives  it  a  good  sniff. 
Then  he  is  taken  to  the  spot  where  the 
person  was  last  seen.  And  off  he  goes  — 
his  nose  close  to  the  ground.  Some  dogs 
have  sniffed  a  missing  person’s  trail  for 
many  miles. 

For  centuries  dogs  have  been  used  in 
time  of  war.  Dogs  have  smelled  enemy 
soldiers  creeping  closer  and  closer  —  and 
so  helped  stop  surprise  attacks.  During 
World  War  I  many  dogs  were  trained  to 
find  wounded  soldiers  left  behind  on  a 
battlefield.  Often  the  soldiers  would  be 
too  weak  to  call  out.  But  the  dogs  could 
sniff  out  where  they  were  —  even  on  the 
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darkest  night.  This  was  dangerous  work. 
More  than  7,000  dogs  were  killed  in 
World  War  I. 

During  World  War  II  many  dogs  were 
trained  to  help  find  people  trapped  in 
bombed  buildings.  Very  often  they  could 
find  people  who  were  buried  so  deep  in 
the  rubble  they  couldn't  be  heard  —  or 
ones  who  couldn't  cry  out  at  all. 

Like  their  wolf  ancestors  —  dogs  have 
a  very  strong  sense  of  territory.  A  wolf's 
natural  territory  is  the  den  where  it  lives 
and  the  land  around  the  den  where  it 
hunts  for  food.  A  dog's  natural  territory  is 
his  house  and  yard.  That's  why  even  a 
friendly  dog  will  bark  and  maybe  even 
bite  when  a  stranger  comes  into  its  yard. 
Dogs  who  are  defending  their  territory 
are  often  very  brave.  Dogs  who  invade  an¬ 
other  territory  usually  feel  timid.  One  day 
a  man  saw  a  toy  poodle  chasing  a  St.  Ber¬ 
nard  out  of  its  yard! 
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Dogs  —  like  wolves  —  have  a  very 
strong  sense  of  loyalty.  Wolves  live  in 
small  groups  called  packs.  Each  wolf  in  a 
pack  cares  very  much  about  every  other 
wolf  in  his  pack.  And  every  pack  has  a 
leader.  All  the  wolves  are  especially  loyal 
to  him. 

Many  people  feel  that  a  dog  treats  the 
people  he  lives  with  as  though  they  were 
his  pack.  That’s  why  most  dogs  are  so 
loyal  to  their  human  families.  And  many 
a  dog  is  especially  devoted  to  one  person. 
That  human  being  is  the  dog’s  special 
pack-leader. 

Dogs  will  work  day  and  night  to  please 
the  people  they  love  —  and  the  only  re¬ 
ward  they  need  are  a  few  words  of  praise 
or  a  pat  on  the  head. 

Of  course  some  dogs  may  be  a  little  too 
eager  to  please.  One  woman  trained  her 
dog  to  go  to  the  street  in  front  of  her 
house.  She  trained  him  to  pick  up  a  news- 
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paper  and  bring  it  back  to  the  door.  “Good 
boy!  Good  boy!”  she  said  the  first  time  he 
did  this  by  himself.  Those  few  words  of 
praise  went  right  to  the  dog’s  head.  When 
the  woman  opened  her  front  door  the  next 
morning  she  found  twenty-three  news¬ 
papers  lying  on  her  porch! 

There  are  many  stories  of  dogs  doing 
brave  things.  Dogs  have  saved  people 
from  drowning.  They  have  saved  people 
from  dying  in  fires  too.  Fire  often  breaks 
out  in  a  house  late  at  night  —  when  peo¬ 
ple  are  fast  asleep.  Many  dogs  have 
barked  and  barked  until  they  waked  their 
families  up.  And  often  a  dog  will  not  leave 
a  burning  building  until  it  is  sure  that 
everyone  else  is  safely  out. 

Some  dogs  seem  to  be  able  to  sense  dan¬ 
ger  —  before  it  happens.  Then  there  are 
the  dogs  who  become  separated  from  the 
people  they  love  —  and  somehow  manage 
to  find  their  way  back  to  them  again,  even 
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over  hundreds  of  miles  of  strange  country. 

How  do  dogs  do  such  strange  and  amaz¬ 
ing  things?  Nobody  knows  for  sure.  It  is 
one  of  the  many  questions  about  dogs  that 
people  can't  answer  yet. 

Dogs  show  their  feelings  in  all  sorts  of 
ways.  They  bark  in  warning  or  yelp  with 
excitement.  They  growl  in  anger  and  howl 
with  pain.  They  whine  with  fear  or  frus¬ 
tration.  But  most  of  the  time  a  dog  shows 
how  it's  feeling  in  a  silent  way.  It  talks 
with  its  body. 

A  dog  who  wants  to  be  friends  always 
holds  his  tail  high  and  wags  it  hard.  Some¬ 
times  he  half-opens  his  mouth  and  pulls 
his  lips  back.  He  almost  looks  as  if  he's 
grinning.  And  often  he  will  bound  for¬ 
ward  —  and  then  run  a  few  feet  away. 
“Play  with  me”  he  is  saying  now. 

When  a  dog  has  been  punished  he  acts 
very  differently.  He  will  not  look  at  you 
for  long  —  his  eyes  go  everywhere  else 
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instead.  His  ears  are  flattened  against  the 
side  of  his  head.  His  tail  is  tucked  tight 
between  his  legs.  Often  he  will  lower  his 
body  to  the  ground  and  crawl  toward  you 
on  his  belly.  Sometimes  he  raises  one  fore¬ 
paw  in  the  air.  This  doesn’t  mean  he  wants 
to  shake  hands!  It’s  just  another  way  a  dog 
has  of  saying  “I’m  sorry.” 

A  dog  shows  he’s  angry  in  many  differ¬ 
ent  ways.  Very  often  he  stares  —  or  glares. 
His  mouth  is  usually  open  —  showing  his 
sharp  teeth.  His  ears  are  held  up  or  bent 
forward.  All  four  legs  are  stiff  —  so  stiff 
he  almost  seems  to  be  walking  on  tiptoe. 
And  sometimes  he  even  seems  to  grow 
bigger  right  before  your  eyes.  This  is  be¬ 
cause  the  hair  on  his  back  is  rising  straight 
up  in  the  air! 

A  happy  dog  often  rolls  back  and  forth 
on  the  ground.  Sometimes  he  waves  his 
paws  in  the  air.  Or  gives  himself  a  good 
scratch.  His  eyes  are  usually  half-closed 
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and  his  face  wears  a  dreamy,  half-asleep 
look.  This  is  a  very  happy  dog. 

So  there  are  many  kinds  of  dogs.  There 
are  pure-breds  and  mutts.  Trained  dogs 
and  pets.  Dogs  that  love  to  run  and  play. 
And  dogs  who  seem  happiest  when  they 
are  curled  up  napping.  But  almost  all  dogs 
have  one  thing  in  common.  They  dearly 
love  the  people  they  live  with.  No  wonder 
so  many  people  say  that  a  dog  is  'man’s 
best  friend!” 
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Dox, 

the  greatest  dog  detective  in  the  world 


The  policeman  just  happened  to  be 
passing  a  pet  store  one  day.  He  looked 
in  and  saw  a  roly-poly  German  shepherd 
pup  in  the  window.  And  the  pup  looked 
back  at  him.  The  man  wasn’t  even  think¬ 
ing  of  buying  a  dog.  But  a  few  minutes 
later  he  came  out  of  the  shop  with  the 
dog  in  his  arms.  “It  was  love  at  first 


sight,”  Giovanni  Maimone  told  his 
friends.  And  he  named  his  new  pet  Dox. 

Maimone  worked  as  a  policeman  in 
the  city  of  Turin,  Italy.  He  decided  to 
train  Dox  to  help  him  in  his  work.  Dox 
was  a  very  smart  dog.  And  he,  like  most 
dogs,  had  a  good  sense  of  smell.  Mai¬ 
mone  wanted  to  train  Dox  to  find  hid¬ 
den  things  —  jewels  or  money  or  people. 

Maimone  worked  with  Dox  as  much 
as  he  could.  First  he  took  a  handkerchief 
and  a  cigarette  case.  They  both  be¬ 
longed  to  someone  Dox  didn’t  know. 
And  they  carried  the  person’s  own  spe¬ 
cial  smell.  Maimone  hid  the  cigarette 
case  behind  the  cushion  of  a  big  over¬ 
stuffed  chair.  He  let  Dox  sniff  the  hand¬ 
kerchief.  “Find  it,  boy!”  he  said. 

Of  course  Dox  didn’t  understand  — 
not  at  first.  So  Maimone  led  the  dog  to 
the  overstuffed  chair.  He  lifted  the  cush¬ 
ion  —  and  there  was  the  cigarette  case. 
Dox  sniffed  at  it.  “Good  boy!”  Maimone 


said  —  as  if  Dox  had  found  it  by  him¬ 
self. 

Very  soon  Dox  understood  exactly 
what  was  going  on.  Every  time  his  mas¬ 
ter  asked  him  to  sniff  something  and 
then  said,  “Find  it!”  Dox  knew  he  must 
find  something  that  smelled  the  same. 

Of  course  it  was  still  just  a  game  they 
were  playing.  Then  one  day  a  jewelry 
store  was  robbed.  The  thief  escaped 
with  many  fine  jewels.  He’d  left  nothing 
behind  —  except  a  dirty  old  glove.  Mai- 


mone  decided  to  take  Dox  along.  It  was 
time  to  test  the  dog  on  a  real  case. 

When  they  got  to  the  jewelry  store, 
several  other  policemen  were  already 
there.  One  looked  up  and  said  with  a 
grin,  “Oh,  I  see  you’ve  brought  Dox.  Do 
you  think  he  can  lend  us  a  paw?” 

Everyone  laughed.  Everyone  except 
Maimone.  Quietly  he  asked  for  the 
glove.  He  let  Dox  sniff  it.  Then  he  said, 
“Find  him,  Dox!” 

First  Dox  sniffed  across  the  floor  of 
the  jewelry  store.  Out  the  door  he  ran, 
followed  by  Maimone  and  several  other 
policemen.  Dox  moved  slowly  but  stead¬ 
ily  for  several  blocks.  Then  he  came  to  a 
big  highway.  He  started  down  it  one 
way.  He  stopped.  The  busy  highway 
was  filled  with  so  many  smells  —  gaso¬ 
line  fumes  and  grass  and  rubber  tires 
and  trees.  How  could  he  possibly  smell 
the  special  glove  smell? 

But  he  did.  Dox  sniffed  by  the  side  of 
the  road  for  a  minute  or  two.  Then  he 
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set  off  in  the  other  direction.  He  never 
lost  the  trail  again.  At  last  he  turned  off 
the  highway  into  a  narrow  side  street. 
Dox  led  the  men  to  one  of  the  houses  on 
the  street  and  sat  down  on  the  porch. 

Maimone  knocked  on  the  door.  His 
knock  was  answered  by  a  woman  with 
a  baby  in  her  arms.  “What  do  you 
want?”  she  snapped. 

The  policemen  explained.  “There's  no 
one  here,”  she  answered.  “Except  for 
her .  .  .  .”  She  jiggled  the  baby  in  her 
arms.  “My  husband's  in  jail.” 

But  Maimone  was  still  suspicious. 
After  all,  Dox  had  led  them  right  to  this 
house.  He  and  the  other  policemen  kept 
checking.  They  soon  found  out  that  the 
woman  was  lying.  Her  husband  had 
been  in  jail.  But  now  he  was  out.  A  few 
days  later  the  police  caught  him  in  a 
nearby  town.  He  soon  admitted  that  he 
had  robbed  the  jewelry  store.  Then  he 
had  gone  home  for  a  few  minutes  to  say 
good-bye  to  his  wife  and  child. 
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Dox  had  solved  his  first  case! 

So  the  career  of  Dox,  the  dog  detec¬ 
tive,  began.  Before  long  the  police  in 
other  towns  heard  about  Dox.  Often 
they  asked  for  his  help.  He  worked  with 
the  police  all  over  Italy. 

Other  people  knew  the  big  dog  too. 
Some  of  Dox’s  best  friends  were  restau¬ 
rant  owners.  On  his  birthday  he  could 
eat  all  he  wanted  in  any  one  of  their 
restaurants  —  free. 

Maimone  would  lead  him  from  one 
place  to  another.  At  each  door  Dox 
would  stop  and  sniff.  He’d  move  on  until 
he  found  one  that  seemed  to  have  nicer 
smells  than  all  the  rest.  Then  he  would 


go  in  for  his  favorite  birthday  dinner  of 
spaghetti  and  pork. 

On  Dox’s  thirteenth  birthday  Mai- 
mone  led  him  from  restaurant  to  restau¬ 
rant  as  usual.  Dox  seemed  to  be  having 
an  especially  hard  time  deciding  this 
year.  “Choose,  will  you?”  Maimone 
finally  begged.  “I’m  getting  hungry.” 

Just  then  they  came  to  a  small  restau¬ 
rant.  Dox  took  a  deep  sniff.  He  became 
very  still.  Only  his  nose  continued  to 
twitch.  He  quickly  pushed  open  the 
door  and  went  inside. 

But  Dox  wasn’t  interested  in  food. 
Not  now.  He  headed  straight  for  a  man 


who  was  sitting  at  a  small  comer  table. 
The  man  kept  on  shoveling  food  into  his 
mouth.  He  tried  very  hard  to  pretend  he 
didn’t  see  Dox.  It  was  no  use.  Maimone 
recognized  the  man  right  away.  He  was 
a  criminal  who  had  escaped  from  the 
police.  He  was  caught  now  —  because 
Dox  had  remembered  his  human  smell 
for  more  than  six  years. 

Year  after  year  Dox  did  his  job.  In 
fifteen  years  he  helped  catch  more  than 
400  criminals! 

“He  has  probably  cracked  more  cases 
than  any  detective  on  the  force,”  one 
police  officer  said.  “We  consider  him 
one  of  our  best  men.” 


Grip, 

the  dog  who  was  a  thief 


wanted  —  for  Tom  Gerrard  was  a  thief. 
He  lived  in  the  city  of  London,  England, 
more  than  300  years  ago.  Sometimes  Tom 
Gerrard  robbed  big  homes  and  stores. 
But  most  of  all  he  liked  to  steal  from 
people.  That’s  what  he  trained  Grip  to 
do  —  to  pick  people’s  pockets. 

First  the  man  and  the  dog  hid  in  an 
alley  near  a  busy  London  street.  And 
they  waited.  They  waited  until  a  man 
came  by  —  a  well-dressed  man  who 
might  be  carrying  a  lot  of  money. 
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Tom  pointed  at  the  man  and  softly 
snapped  his  fingers.  Grip  trotted  out  of 
the  alley  and  began  a  happy  dog’s 
dance  in  front  of  the  man. 

He  frisked,  he  wriggled,  he  wagged 
his  tail.  Sometimes  the  man  just  pushed 
past.  But  most  people  stopped  to  pet  the 


This  was  just  what  Grip  had  been 
waiting  for.  He  would  continue  to 
prance  and  wriggle.  But  he  was  also 
using  his  nose  to  sniff  out  the  smell  of 
leather  —  the  smell  of  a  purse  full  of 
money. 

It  never  took  Grip  long  to  find  what 
he  was  looking  for.  Then  his  big  mouth 
would  open  and  close  over  the  pocket 
with  the  purse  in  it.  And  with  one  power¬ 
ful  tug  he’d  tear  the  pocket  and  the 
purse  away  from  the  man’s  clothes! 

Then  Grip  would  dash  away  —  leav¬ 
ing  the  man  standing  openmouthed. 
“Hey,  you!  Stop!”  the  man  usually 
shouted.  And  the  chase  would  begin. 

Some  of  the  men  could  run  very  fast. 
But  Grip  was  never  caught.  He  knew 
just  where  to  go.  He  knew  all  the  twist¬ 
ing  streets  and  narrow  alleys  of  London. 
He’d  race  up  one  and  down  another. 
Sometimes  he  would  hide  in  a  dark 
doorway  until  the  man  ran  by.  Then 
Grip  would  come  out  —  and  run  the 
other  way! 


Grip  always  kept  running  until  he  was 
sure  he  was  safe.  Finally,  with  the  purse 
still  held  firmly  in  his  teeth,  he  would  go 
back  to  the  first  alley  where  his  master 
was  waiting  for  him. 

“Good  dog,  Grip!”  Tom  Gerrard  al¬ 
ways  said  as  the  dog  dropped  the  purse 
into  his  hand.  These  few  words  of  praise 
were  all  the  reward  Grip  worked  for. 

What  a  team  they  made  —  the  thief 
and  the  dog.  Probably  Tom  Gerrard 
could  have  gone  on  stealing  for  many 
more  years  —  if  he’d  been  content  just 
to  pick  pockets. 

But  Tom  was  a  greedy  man.  One  raw 


and  windy  winter  night  he  stopped  a 
stagecoach  on  a  road  outside  town.  The 
door  of  the  coach  burst  open.  Three  men 
with  guns  jumped  out.  Tom  didn’t  stand 
a  chance.  He  was  captured  and  thrown 
into  jail. 

Poor  Grip.  For  the  next  few  weeks  he 
wandered  about  the  streets  of  London. 
The  only  food  he  ate  was  bits  of  gar¬ 
bage.  And  he  slept  in  doorways  or  dirty 
alleys. 

Then  one  day  Grip  saw  a  man  walk¬ 
ing.  down  the  street.  He  trotted  up  to 
him  —  and  the  man  patted  his  head. 


That  was  all  the  lonely  dog  needed.  He 
followed  the  man  home. 

But  who  was  this  man  Grip  had 
chosen  to  be  his  next  master?  Was  he 
another  thief,  like  Tom  Gerrard?  Not  at 
all.  The  man  he  picked  to  be  his  new 
master  turned  out  to  be  the  minister  of 
a  church  instead! 


Wolf, 


Wolf  was  not  a  friendly  dog.  He  loved 
his  master  and  mistress  very  much.  But 
he  didn’t  like  other  people.  Wolf  didn’t 
seem  to  like  other  dogs  either.  He  hardly 
ever  played  with  the  other  collies  that 
lived  with  him  at  Sunnybank  Farm. 

Wolf  didn’t  like  other  dogs  much,  but 
he  seemed  to  feel  he  had  to  take  care  of 
them.  A  big  sign  at  the  beginning  of  the 
farm’s  long,  curving  driveway  read: 
"GO  SLOW!  DOGS  RUNNING  FREE!” 
Still,  cars  and  trucks  often  would  come 
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roaring  up  the  driveway. 

Once  a  litter  of  pups  chose  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  drive  as  their  playground.  So 
for  hours  at  a  time  poor  Wolf  lay  on  the 
grass  nearby.  He  watched  the  puppies 
race  and  tumble  up  and  down  the  drive¬ 
way.  Every  time  he  heard  a  car  turn  in 
from  the  road  he  got  up  and  circled 
round  and  round  the  pups  until  they 
were  in  a  tight  bunch.  Then  he  herded 
them  off  the  drive. 

But  Wolf  couldn’t  watch  the  puppies 
all  the  time.  One  day  they  were  playing 
in  the  driveway  as  usual.  A  delivery 
truck  turned  into  the  farm.  It  swept 
around  the  first  curve  and  came  racing 
toward  the  pups. 

Just  then  Wolf  came  out  of  a  clump 
of  trees  across  the  lawn.  He  saw  the  dan¬ 
ger  the  puppies  were  in.  But  the  truck 
was  coming  so  fast!  And  he  was  too  far 
away  to  get  them  out  of  the  way  in  time! 

Wolf  began  to  bark.  He  dashed  a  little 
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way  toward  the  dogs.  Still  barking,  he 
swung  around  and  raced  toward  the 
trees  again. 

“Come  on  everyone !  Chase  me !”  his 
loud  bark  seemed  to  be  saying.  And  one 
after  another  the  puppies  did  run  after 
Wolf  —  off  the  driveway  and  away  from 
the  truck. 

So  the  years  passed  peacefully  at 
Sunnybank  Farm.  Wolf  continued  to 
watch  over  dogs  who  couldn’t  take  care 
of  themselves.  The  rest  of  the  time  he 
went  his  own  way. 

Wolf  especially  liked  to  take  long 
walks.  One  warm  spring  afternoon  he 
took  a  walk  that  led  him  to  a  railroad 
track. 

Wolf  knew  about  roads  and  cars.  He 
also  knew  about  railroad  tracks  and 
trains.  He  always  stopped  before  cross¬ 
ing  any  railroad  track.  He  would  look  in 
both  directions  and  listen  hard.  Then  he 
crossed  quickly  to  the  other  side. 
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He  did  this  now.  He  looked  left  and 
then  right.  He  cocked  his  head.  There 
was  no  train  to  be  seen.  But  Wolf  sat 
down  to  wait  anyway.  He  must  have 
heard  the  sound  of  a  whistle  in  the 
distance. 

A  little  brown  dog  walked  past  Wolf. 
The  dog  didn’t  look.  He  didn’t  listen 
either.  He  just  walked  onto  the  tracks 
and  sat  down  to  scratch  a  few  fleas. 

Wolf  sprang  up.  He  barked  in  warn¬ 
ing.  The  dog  just  went  on  scratching. 
Then  the  sound  of  the  train’s  whistle 
came  again  —  much  louder  this  time. 
And  the  train  swept  into  sight! 


Finally  the  little  brown  dog  looked 
up.  But  still  he  didn’t  move.  Now  Wolf 
jumped  and  threw  himself  against  the 
little  dog.  The  dog  flew  through  the  air 
and  landed  in  a  nearby  ditch. 

Wolf  tried  to  leap  into  the  ditch  too. 
He  almost  made  it.  But  not  quite.  A 
piece  of  metal  on  the  engine  hit  the 
side  of  his  head.  Wolf  lay  by  the  tracks. 
The  dog  who  didn’t  even  like  other  dogs 
very  much  would  never  move  again.  He 
had  given  his  life  to  save  a  stranger. 

Wolfs  owner  was  a  famous  writer 
named  Alfred  Payson  Terhune.  Mr. 
Terhune  wrote  many  more  stories 
about  Wolf  and  the  other  collies  who 
lived  at  Sunnybank  Farm.  You  can 
find  these  stories  in  your  library. 


Today  fine  roads  lead  over  the  high 
mountains  of  Switzerland.  Snow  plows 
keep  the  roads  open  even  in  the  worst 
weather.  But  it  wasn’t  always  this  way. 

Before  the  roads  were  built  it  was 
often  very  hard  to  cross  over  the  moun¬ 
tains  in  winter.  The  only  way  was 
through  some  of  the  passes  —  pathways 
between  the  high  peaks.  One  of  these 
passes  was  called  the  Great  St.  Bernard 
Pass.  At  the  highest  point  of  the  pass 
stood  a  big  stone  building.  This  was  the 
monastery  of  Great  St.  Bernard.  Monks 
had  lived  here  for  hundreds  of  years. 
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They  helped  people  travel  safely  in  the 
mountains. 

Sometimes  the  monks  led  travelers 
along  the  narrow  path  through  the  pass. 
And  sometimes,  when  wild  storms  raged, 
they  searched  for  those  who  might  be 
lost. 

This  could  be  very  dangerous  work. 
But  the  monks  had  help.  A  group  of  big, 
shaggy  dogs  called  St.  Bernards  also 
lived  at  the  monastery.  This  is  the  story 
of  one  of  those  dogs.  Barry  was  his 
name. 

Barry  was  born  in  the  spring  of  1800. 
At  first  he  romped  and  rolled  with  his 
brothers  and  sisters.  He  tagged  after  the 
bigger  dogs.  And  he  ate  and  slept  when¬ 
ever  he  felt  like  it. 

But  soon  the  short  mountain  summer 
was  over.  The  first  snow  fell.  It  was 
time  for  Barry  and  the  other  young  St. 
Bernards  to  go  to  school.  They  had  some 
very  important  lessons  to  learn. 

First  Barry  had  to  learn  to  obey.  He 
learned  to  come  when  the  monks  called 


him,  to  sit  and  lie  down  when  the  monks 
told  him  to.  He  learned  how  to  walk  in 
the  deep  snow.  He  learned  how  to  turn 
his  big  paws  outward  —  and  spread  the 
pads  of  his  paws  to  keep  from  sinking  in 
the  snow.  At  first  he  still  sank  in  up  to 
his  belly.  But  after  a  while  he  could 
walk  on  the  snowy  crust  without  break¬ 
ing  through. 

Now  it  was  time  for  harder  lessons. 
Barry  learned  to  lead  people  through  the 
pass  even  when  the  narrow  path  was 
buried  under  many  feet  of  snow.  And  he 
learned  one  of  the  hardest  lessons  of  all 
—  to  find  people  who  might  be  lost  in  a 
storm. 

If  the  person  could  walk,  Barry  led 
him  back  to  the  monastery.  But  some¬ 
times  a  person  would  be  hurt  —  or 
weakened  by  the  cold.  Then  Barry  raced 
back  to  the  monastery  to  lead  the  monks 
back  to  the  spot. 

He  also  learned  to  search  for  people 
who  were  lost  under  the  snow.  Some¬ 
times  an  avalanche  —  a  great  slide  of 


snow  —  would  break  free  from  one  of 
the  high  peaks.  It  would  come  crashing 
down  the  mountain  and  bury  anyone 
who  was  in  its  path. 

The  dogs  were  especially  important  at 
times  like  this.  A  dog  could  smell  people 
even  when  they  were  buried  under  the 
snow.  Then  he  would  bark  loudly,  and 
the  monks  would  come  running. 

All  winter  Barry  and  the  other  dogs 
learned  their  lessons.  And  before  long 
the  monks  began  to  watch  Barry  very 
carefully.  There  was  something  special 
about  the  dog.  He  learned  much  faster 
than  the  others.  But  that  was  not  enough. 
Would  Barry  also  be  brave?  Could  the 
monks  trust  him  as  a  rescue  dog? 

At  last  the  lessons  were  over,  and 
Barry  went  to  work.  One  afternoon  he 
was  trotting  ahead  of  a  long  line  of 
workmen,  leading  them  through  the  pass. 
There  was  a  loud  booming  noise.  It  was 
the  beginning  of  an  avalanche! 

Barry  had  never  heard  this  sound  be¬ 
fore.  But  somehow  he  knew  that  some- 
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thing  terrible  was  about  to  happen.  He 
raced  ahead,  barking.  Then  he  circled 
back  around  the  men.  He  was  trying  to 
get  them  to  move  faster.  And  the  men 
tried.  But  the  last  three  didn’t  make  it. 
Moments  later  the  avalanche  rolled 
down  over  the  trail  —  and  the  three 
men  were  buried  under  it. 

They  were  probably  still  alive.  It  is 
possible  to  breathe  under  snow,  but  not 
for  long. 

Barry  looked  at  the  snowy  spot  for  a 
moment.  Then  he  bounded  away.  A  few 
minutes  later  he  dashed  into  the  court¬ 
yard  of  the  monastery.  The  monks  came 
running  when  they  heard  his  frantic 
barks.  “It’s  trouble  I  cant  handle  alone!” 
those  barks  meant.  “Follow  me!”  Then 
he  started  out  into  the  snow  again. 

The  monks  followed  Barry  back  to 
where  the  avalanche  had  slid  across  the 
path.  And  the  men  who  had  gotten 
through  safely  told  them  what  had 
happened. 

“Find  them,  Barry,”  a  monk  ordered. 
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Barry  began  to  sniff  across  the  snow. 
Suddenly  he  barked.  One  of  the  monks 
ran  over.  Carefully  he  poked  a  long  pole 
down  into  the  snow.  Nothing.  He  moved 
a  few  feet  and  poked  again.  Still  noth¬ 
ing.  So  he  tried  a  third  time  —  and  gave 
a  shout.  “Here!” 

Other  monks  began  to  dig.  A  few 
minutes  later  the  man  was  free.  He  was 
shivering  and  blue  with  cold,  but  he  was 
alive!  Soon  the  other  two  men  were 
saved  too. 

That  night  everyone  —  the  monks  and 
the  rescued  men  —  made  a  big  fuss  over 
Barry.  They  praised  him.  They  petted 
him.  They  gave  him  a  large  bowl  of 
juicy  meat  scraps.  And  the  monks  nod¬ 
ded  to  one  another.  They  had  been  right. 
This  was  going  to  be  a  very  special  dog. 

One  day  Barry  was  out  on  patrol.  He 
saw  a  small  mound  of  snow.  Something 
was  sticking  out  of  that  mound  —  some¬ 
thing  that  looked  like  the  end  of  a  red 
scarf.  Barry  raced  over.  He  saw  now 
that  the  mound  was  a  little  girl!  She  lay 


curled  up  in  the  snow.  Barry  poked  her. 
Was  she  still  alive?  She  was.  But  the 
cold  had  made  her  very  weak  and  sleepy. 

Once  more  Barry  seemed  to  know  just 
what  to  do.  He  didn’t  run  back  to  the 
monastery  this  time.  He  lay  down  beside 
the  little  girl  instead.  He  half  covered 
her  with  his  warm,  furry  body.  And  he 
began  to  lick  her  face  with  his  big,  rough 
tongue. 

At  first  the  girl  didn’t  move.  But 
slowly  as  she  grew  warmer  she  began 
to  stir.  She  snuggled  under  Barry’s  belly. 
And  she  opened  her  eyes. 
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She  wasn’t  frightened.  She  knew  right 
away  the  big  dog  was  a  friend.  She 
continued  to  snuggle  close  to  his  side  — 
and  slowly  his  warmth  woke  her  up. 
But  she  was  still  too  weak  to  stand. 

Barry  looked  around.  It  was  very  cold 
now.  But  when  the  sun  went  down  it 
would  be  much,  much  colder. 

Barry  tugged  at  the  girl’s  coat.  He 
stood  up.  He  lay  down  beside  her  again. 
It  was  as  if  he  were  telling  her  some¬ 
thing.  And  maybe  he  was.  Because  now 
the  little  girl  threw  one  leg  around 
Barry’s  body.  She  wrapped  her  arms 
around  his  furry  neck.  And  a  few  min¬ 
utes  later  the  St.  Bernard  padded  slowly 
into  the  courtyard  of  the  monastery  with 
the  little  girl  riding  on  his  back! 

Stories  like  this  soon  made  Barry 
famous  on  both  sides  of  the  mountains. 
Barry  just  went  on  doing  his  job.  He  did 
it  for  more  than  twelve  years.  And  dur¬ 
ing  that  time  he  helped  save  the  lives 
of  42  people. 

But  the  work  was  hard  and  the 


weather  was  harsh.  Soon  after  Barry’s 
twelfth  birthday  the  monks  noticed  that 
the  dog  was  growing  stiff  and  slow. 

Most  old  dogs  were  sent  to  homes  in 
the  warmer  valleys  below.  But  the 
monks  couldn’t  bear  to  part  with  Barry. 
So  he  stayed  at  the  monastery  for  sev¬ 
eral  more  years. 


Then  winter  came  once  more.  One 
wild  and  stormy  night  Barry  was  sleep¬ 
ing  by  the  fire.  There  was  a  lull  in  the 
storm.  The  monks  heard  nothing.  But 
Barry’s  ears  were  still  sharp.  Suddenly 
he  was  wide  awake.  He  moved  to  the 
door  and  began  to  whine. 

The  monks  thought  he  wanted  to  go 
into  the  courtyard.  But  when  they 
opened  the  door  Barry  dashed  away  into 
the  night. 

Not  far  away  Barry  found  what  he 
was  looking  for  —  a  man  lying  face 
downward  in  the  snow.  The  man  must 
have  shouted  a  few  minutes  before.  But 
now  he  lay  very  still  with  his  eyes  closed. 

Barry  bent  over  him.  The  man  rolled 
over.  He  half  opened  his  eyes.  And  what 
he  saw  made  him  scream.  A  big,  dim 
shape  was  looming  over  him!  “It’s  a 
wolf!”  the  man  thought.  With  the  last  of 
his  strength  he  pulled  out  his  knife  — 
and  stuck  it  deep  into  Barry’s  side.  Then 
he  fainted  again. 

The  old  dog  was  badly  wounded.  But 


he  still  had  a  job  to  do.  Somehow  Barry 
got  back  to  the  monastery.  He  sank 
to  the  ground.  And  the  monks,  lanterns 
held  high,  followed  his  paw  prints  — 
and  drops  of  blood  —  back  to  the  man. 

They  were  in  time  to  save  the  man’s 
life.  But  no  one  was  happy  at  the  monas¬ 
tery  that  night.  The  monks  took  turns 
looking  after  Barry.  At  first  they  thought 
he  would  surely  die.  But  finally  he  grew 
a  little  stronger. 

Barry  grew  stronger,  but  he  was  never 
really  well  again.  And  he  died  a  few 
months  later. 

The  monks  and  the  big  St.  Bernards 
still  live  in  the  high  mountains  of  Swit¬ 
zerland.  But  life  at  the  monastery  is  very 
different  now.  Far  below,  a  tunnel  goes 
through  the  mountain.  And  a  safe  road 
has  been  built  through  the  pass  nearby. 

So  the  dogs  are  no  longer  needed  for 
rescue  work.  But  Barry  has  not  been  for¬ 
gotten.  Every  few  years  an  especially 
lively  and  intelligent  pup  is  born  at  the 
monastery.  He  is  always  named  Barry. 


Balto, 

the  dog  who  saved  Nome 


“THIS  IS  NOME,  ALASKA.  REPEAT. 
THIS  IS  NOME,  ALASKA.  WE  NEED 

HELP.  FAST  . . .” 

A  man  bent  over  the  machine  in  the 
Nome  telegraph  office.  Again  and  again 
he  pressed  down  the  signal  key.  Click- 
click-clack  . . .  Clack-click-clack . . .  He  was 
sending  a  message  to  the  town  of  Anchor¬ 
age,  Alaska,  800  miles  to  the  south. 

Click-click-clack  .  .  .  Clack-click-clack 
.  .  .  The  Anchorage  telegraph  operator 
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wrote  down  the  message.  The  news  was 
very  bad. 

A  terrible  sickness  had  broken  out  in 
the  Nome  area  —  a  disease  called  diph¬ 
theria.  Some  people  had  already  died  of 
it.  Many  more  would  die  if  they  weren’t 
treated  soon. 

There  was  no  medicine  to  treat  diph¬ 
theria  in  Nome.  The  medicine  they 
needed  would  have  to  come  from  An¬ 
chorage  —  800  miles  away  —  through 
a  wild  wind  and  snow  storm.  The  storm 
was  so  bad  that  airplanes  couldn’t  fly 
through  it.  Trains  couldn  ’t  get  through 
either.  Nome  was  very  near  the  sea,  but 
the  sea  was  frozen  solid.  And  the  road 
from  the  south  was  completely  blocked 
by  deep  drifts  of  snow. 

There  was  only  one  way  to  get  the 
medicine  from  Anchorage  to  Nome  — 
by  dogsled. 

The  medicine  was  packed  in  a  box 
and  sent  north  by  train  —  as  far  as  a 
train  could  go  on  the  snowy  tracks.  It 
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was  still  more  than  600  miles  south  of 
Nome.  From  now  on  teams  of  dogs 
would  have  to  take  it  the  rest  of  the  way. 

The  teams  were  ready.  The  first  team 
pushed  north  through  the  storm  to  a 
little  town.  There  a  second  team  was 
waiting.  It  went  on  to  another  small 
town  where  a  third  team  was  ready  to 
take  the  medicine  on  north. 

At  first  the  teams  managed  to  go 
many  miles  before  they  grew  tired.  But 
the  storm  was  growing  worse  by  the 
minute.  Finally  Charlie  Olson’s  team 
staggered  into  the  little  village  of  Bluff 
—  60  miles  south  of  Nome.  They  had 
only  gone  20  miles,  yet  Olson  and  the 
dogs  were  almost  frozen  and  completely 
worn  out. 

Gunnar  Kasson  and  his  team  were 
waiting  in  Bluff.  The  wind  screamed 
through  the  little  town.  The  snow  was 
piling  up  deeper  and  deeper  on  the 
ground.  It  was  30  degrees  below  zero 


Fahrenheit  outside  now.  And  the  tem¬ 
perature  was  falling  fast. 

“It’s  no  use  trying  to  go  out  in  that  ,” 
Charlie  Olson  said.  “I  almost  didn’t 
make  it.  You  and  the  dogs  will  freeze 
solid  before  you  get  half  way.” 

But  Kasson  knew  how  important  the 
medicine  was.  He  knew  that  hundreds 

—  maybe  thousands  —  of  people  would 
die  if  they  didn’t  get  the  medicine  soon. 
Besides,  he  knew  he  didn’t  have  to  go 
all  the  way.  Another  team  was  waiting 
40  miles  north  in  the  little  village  of 
Safety.  That  team  would  take  the  medi¬ 
cine  the  last  20  miles  to  Nome. 

Quickly  Gunnar  Kasson  hitched  up 
his  team  of  dogs.  And  at  the  head  of  the 
long  line  he  put  his  lead  dog,  Balto. 

Balto  was  a  mixed-breed.  He  was 
half  Eskimo  dog  —  and  half  wolf.  Many 
dogs  who  are  part  wolf  never  become 
tame.  They  never  learn  to  trust  people 

—  or  obey  them  either.  Balto  was  dif- 


ferent.  He  was  a  gentle  dog  who  obeyed 
orders  quickly.  He  also  knew  how  to 
think  for  himself. 

Usually  Gunnar  Kasson  guided  the 
dogs.  He  told  them  where  to  go.  Now  he 
couldn’t  even  see  his  hand  in  front  of  his 
face.  So  everything  was  up  to  Balto.  The 
big  black  dog  would  have  to  find  the 
trail  by  smell.  Then  he’d  have  to  stay 
on  it  no  matter  what  happened. 

Gunnar  Kasson  climbed  onto  the  back 
of  the  sled.  He  cracked  his  whip  in  the 
air.  “Mush!”  he  cried.  “Move  out!” 

The  first  part  of  the  trail  to  Nome  led 
across  the  sea  ice.  This  ice  wasn’t  any¬ 
thing  like  ice  on  a  small  pond  or  lake. 
It  seemed  much  more  alive.  And  no 
wonder.  The  water  under  the  ice  was 
moving  up  and  down  because  of  the 
storm.  So  the  ice  was  moving  up  and 
down  too.  Up  and  down,  up  and  down 
it  went,  like  a  roller  coaster. 
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In  some  places  the  ice  was  smooth  — 
as  smooth  and  slippery  as  glass.  Dogs 
are  usually  sure-footed.  But  they  slipped 
and  skidded  across  this  ice.  So  did  the 
sled. 

And  sometimes  the  ice  came  to  sharp 
points  —  points  that  dug  deep  into  the 
dogs’  paws. 

Worst  of  all  were  the  places  where 
the  ice  was  bumpy  —  so  bumpy  that  the 
sled  turned  over  again  and  again.  Each 
time  it  turned  over  the  other  dogs  be¬ 
gan  to  bark  and  snap  at  each  other.  But 
Balto  always  stood  quietly  while  Kas- 
son  set  the  sled  upright  again.  Balto  was 
calm,  so  the  other  dogs  grew  calmer  too. 

The  team  had  been  moving  across  the 
ice  for  hours.  Suddenly  there  was  a  loud 
cracking  sound  —  like  a  gun  going  off. 
Kasson  knew  that  sound.  It  was  the 
sound  of  ice  breaking.  Somewhere  not 
far  ahead  the  ice  had  split  apart.  If  the 
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team  kept  going  straight  they  would 
run  right  into  the  freezing  water  —  and 
drown. 

Balto  heard  the  ice  crack  too.  He 
slowed  for  a  moment.  Then  he  turned 
left.  He  headed  straight  out  to  sea. 
He  went  for  a  long  time.  Then  he 
turned  right  once  more. 

Balto  was  leading  the  team  around 
the  icy  water.  Finally  he  gave  a  sharp 
bark  and  turned  north.  He  had  found 
the  trail  to  Nome  again. 

Soon  the  trail  left  the  sea  ice.  From 
now  on  it  was  over  land.  Things  should 
have  been  easier.  They  weren’t.  The 
snow  was  falling  thick  and  fast.  In  some 
places  the  wind  swept  most  of  it  off  the 
trail.  But  in  other  places  the  snow  drifts 
came  up  almost  over  the  dogs’  heads. 
And  the  wind  was  blowing  harder  and 
harder.  It  sent  bits  of  icy  snow  straight 


into  Kasson’s  eyes.  “I  might  as  well  have 
been  blind,”  he  said.  “I  couldn’t  even 
guess  where  we  were.” 

And  the  dogs  were  so  tired!  Again 
and  again  they  tried  to  stop.  They 
wanted  to  lie  down  and  go  to  sleep  in 
the  snow.  Balto  was  just  as  tired.  But  he 
would  not  stop.  He  kept  on  pulling  — 
and  the  other  dogs  had  to  follow  behind. 

Now  something  else  began  to  worry 
Gunnar  Kasson.  They  had  been  travel¬ 
ing  for  about  14  hours.  Surely  they 
should  have  reached  the  town  of  Safety 
in  14  hours.  Kasson  went  on  for  an¬ 
other  hour.  Then  he  knew.  Somehow 
they  had  missed  the  town  in  the  storm. 
They  must  have  passed  right  by  the  new 
dog  team! 

Kasson  knew  they  couldn’t  stop  and 
wait  for  the  storm  to  die  down.  He  and 
the  dogs  would  freeze  if  they  did.  They 


couldn’t  go  back  to  Bluff  either.  They 
had  come  too  far.  There  was  only  one 
thing  to  do  now.  Pray  .  .  .  and  push  on 
to  Nome. 

Later  Gunnar  Kasson  said  he  couldn’t 
remember  those  last  miles  very  well. 
Each  one  was  a  nightmare  of  howling 
wind  and  swirling  snow  and  bitter  cold. 
But  somehow  —  with  Balto  leading  slow¬ 
ly  and  steadily  —  they  made  it!  At  5:30 
in  the  morning,  February  2,  1925  — 


after  20  hours  on  the  trail  —  the  team 
limped  into  Nome! 

The  whole  town  was  waiting  for  the 
medicine!  They  gathered  around  Gun- 
nar  Kasson.  They  shook  his  hand  and 
pounded  him  on  the  back.  “How  can 
we  ever  thank  you?”  one  woman  cried. 

Gunnar  Kasson  shook  his  head.  Then 
he  sank  to  his  knees  beside  Balto.  He 
began  to  pull  long  splinters  of  ice  from 
the  dog’s  paws.  “Balto,  what  a  dog,”  he 


said.  “I’ve  been  in  Alaska  for  20  years 
and  this  was  the  toughest  trip  I’ve  ever 
made.  But  Balto,  he  brought  us  through.” 

Many  newspaper  and  magazine  stories 
were  written  about  Balto.  His  picture 
was  printed  on  postcards  and  in  books. 
And  today,  on  a  grassy  hill  in  New 
York  City’s  Central  Park,  there  is  a  life- 
sized  statue  of  Balto  —  the  dog  who 
saved  Nome. 


Silver  and  Sascha, 

a  blind  dog  and  her  friend 


Silver  had  always  been  a  happy  dog. 
She  loved  people  petting  her.  She  loved 
chasing  balls  and  sticks.  She  was  always 
eager  to  play  games  like  “You  run  after 
me  —  then  I’ll  run  after  you”  with  other 
dogs.  But  something  was  happening  to 
Silver. 

The  collie  lived  with  many  other  dogs 
in  a  kennel  near  the  city  of  Chicago.  All 
sorts  of  dogs  were  born  and  raised  there 
to  be  sold  as  pets.  But  Michael  von  Mot- 
zeck,  the  man  who  ran  the  kennel,  never 
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thought  of  selling  Silver.  She  was  such  a 
good-looking  dog.  She  was  small  and  slim 
and  her  three-color  coat  was  thick  and 
shiny.  Mr.  von  Motzeck  wanted  her  to 
stay  at  the  kennel  and  give  him  many  lit¬ 
ters  of  good-looking  collie  pups. 

But  Silver  was  acting  oddly.  She  never 
raced  around  the  big  kennel  yard  any 
more.  She  was  walking  very  strangely  too 
—  stiff-legged  and  slow.  She  didn't  play 
with  the  other  dogs.  Sometimes  she  even 
growled  if  one  suddenly  came  too  close. 
When  somebody  threw  a  ball  she  didn't 
try  to  catch  it.  And  she  spent  more  and 
more  time  lying  alone  in  some  corner. 

Mr.  von  Motzeck  grew  more  and  more 
worried.  What  could  all  this  mean?  Fi¬ 
nally  he  took  Silver  to  a  veterinarian.  The 
doctor  examined  her.  His  news  was  bad. 
Silver  was  fast  going  blind.  “And  there's 
nothing  I  can  do,"  the  veterinarian  added. 

Mr.  von  Motzeck  took  Silver  home.  He 
was  more  worried  than  ever  now.  He 
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knew  that  being  blind  didn’t  bother  some 
dogs.  They  could  still  get  around  by  using 
their  keen  senses  of  hearing  and  smell.  But 
he  also  knew  that  other  dogs  became  ter¬ 
ribly  unhappy.  So  unhappy  that  they  often 
stopped  eating  and  died. 

Mr.  von  Motzeck  didn’t  want  this  to 
happen  to  Silver.  He  was  very  fond  of  her. 
And  she  was  only  five  years  old.  But  what 
could  he  do  to  make  her  life  happier?  Sud¬ 
denly  Mr.  von  Motzeck  had  an  idea.  Some 
blind  people  had  guide  dogs  to  help  them 
get  around  —  dogs  that  served  as  their 
eyes.  And  he  had  a  kennel  full  of  dogs. 
What  if  he  found  a  guide  dog  for  Silver 
too? 

But  which  dog?  Mr.  von  Motzeck  knew 
that  a  guide  dog  had  to  have  certain  traits. 
Guide  dogs  had  to  be  friendly.  They  had 
to  be  calm.  They  had  to  be  smart.  Most  of 
all  they  had  to  be  dependable.  They 
couldn’t  run  off  to  play  with  another  dog 
or  chase  a  cat  when  they  were  working. 
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Mr.  von  Motzeck  wandered  around  the 
kennel.  He  looked  at  dog  after  dog.  And 
again  and  again  he  shook  his  head.  One 
was  too  shy.  Another  wasn’t  smart  enough. 
A  third  was  too  lazy.  Finally  Mr.  von  Mot¬ 
zeck  stopped  in  front  of  a  three-year-old 
dachshund  named  Sascha.  “Yes,”  he 
thought.  “Sascha  s  the  one.  She  has  all  the 
traits  a  guide  dog  should  have.  Best  of  all 
she  has  a  good  heart.” 

Then  Mr.  von  Motzeck  had  to  train 
Sascha.  But  how?  No  one  had  ever  trained 
a  guide  dog  for  a  dog  before.  What  if 
Sascha  didn’t  understand  what  she  was 
supposed  to  do?  What  if  Silver  refused  to 
go  along  with  Sascha?  Mr.  von  Motzeck 
gave  himself  a  little  shake.  It  was  time  to 
stop  asking  such  questions.  There  was 
only  one  thing  he  could  do  now.  Try  — 
and  hope  for  the  best. 

First  Mr.  von  Motzeck  found  a  rope  and 
tied  one  end  to  Sascha’s  collar.  He  tied  the 
other  end  to  Silver’s.  “Come  Sascha,”  he 
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called.  Then  he  led  the  dachshund  down 
the  street  —  with  Silver  training  behind. 

At  first  Silver  balked.  She  pulled  back 
on  the  rope.  She  tried  to  sit  down.  She 
turned  and  tried  to  go  back  to  the  kennel. 
But  Mr.  von  Motzeck  wouldn’t  let  her. 
And  after  a  while  Silver  stopped  balking. 
Somehow  she  seemed  to  sense  that  she 
wasn’t  bumping  into  so  many  things  with 
Sascha  moving  ahead  of  her. 

Now  Mr.  von  Motzeck  began  to  teach 
Sascha  the  things  every  guide  dog  must 
know.  He  taught  her  to  stop  at  every 
street  corner  and  look  right  and  left  for 
cars.  He  taught  her  to  wait  until  there  was 
no  traffic  in  the  street.  Then  she  could  lead 
Silver  across. 

He  taught  her  to  lead  Silver  safely 
around  things  that  were  in  the  way  —  gar¬ 
bage  cans  and  mailboxes  and  lamp  posts 
and  people.  Most  of  all  he  taught  Sascha 
that  Silver  was  her  job.  When  she  was  by 
herself  she  could  do  any  doggy  thing  she 


wanted  to.  But  when  she  was  tied  to 
Silver  she  must  understand  that  she  was 
a  working  dog. 

And  how  did  Sascha  like  all  this  train¬ 
ing?  She  loved  it!  And  she  grew  closer 
and  closer  to  Silver  too.  Before  long  the 
two  dogs  were  taking  long  walks  by  them¬ 
selves.  They  trotted  along  the  street, 


sniffed  at  store  windows  and  even  ran  and 
played  in  the  park.  Soon  more  and  more 
people  began  to  call  out  as  they  passed, 
“Hello,  Sascha!  Hello,  Silver!” 

Mr.  von  Motzeck  always  untied  the 
rope  between  Sascha  and  Silver  when  the 
dogs  were  at  home.  But  still  they  worked 
as  a  team.  Sascha  usually  stayed  close  by 
so  Silver  could  smell  the  dachshund  s  spe¬ 
cial  dog  smell.  And  often  Silver  could  also 
hear  the  sound  of  Sascha’s  toe-nails  as 
they  click-clicked  across  the  floor. 

Every  evening  Silver  and  Sascha  ate 
dinner  from  the  same  big  bowl.  Then  they 
curled  up  close  together  on  a  blanket  they 
shared  as  a  bed. 

Gone  were  the  days  when  Silver  stum¬ 
bled  or  bumped  into  things.  Gone  were 
the  days  when  she  spent  so  many  sad 
hours  alone.  Silver  was  a  happy  dog  once 
more  —  because  of  her  spare  pair  of  eyes. 


Bobbie, 

the  dog  who  would  not  give  up 


Bobbie  was  born  on  a  farm  in  the  west¬ 
ern  state  of  Oregon.  The  roly-poly  little 
collie  grew  up  chasing  chickens  and  sniff¬ 
ing  wonderful  smells  in  the  barnyard  and 
wandering  for  hours  through  the  nearby 
fields  and  woods. 

Then  the  Braziers  —  the  people  Bobbie 
lived  with  —  moved  to  a  nearby  town. 
The  chickens  and  the  barn,  the  fields  and 
the  woods,  were  gone.  But  Bobbie  didn't 
seem  to  mind.  He  was  the  kind  of  dog 
who  could  be  happy  almost  anywhere  — 
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as  long  as  he  was  near  his  human  family. 

In  the  summer  of  1923  the  Braziers  de¬ 
cided  to  take  a  long  car  trip.  Slowly  they 
drove  east  across  the  United  States  —  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Brazier,  their  two  children,  and 
Bobbie. 

One  hot  August  day  they  came  to  the 
mid-west  town  of  Wolcott,  Indiana.  Mr. 
Brazier  saw  that  the  gas  tank  was  almost 
empty.  "Might  as  well  stop  for  some  gas,” 
he  said,  "and  Bobbie  can  have  a  run,  too.” 

Mr.  Brazier  pulled  into  a  gas  station. 
Mrs.  Brazier  opened  the  door  and  Bobbie 
jumped  out.  "Don’t  go  far,”  one  of  the 
children  called  as  he  trotted  away.  But  no 
one  was  really  worried.  Bobbie  had  run 
free  all  his  life  —  and  never  gone  too  far. 

But  just  then  a  big,  mean  looking  dog 
came  by.  When  he  saw  Bobbie  he 
crouched  —  and  began  to  growl.  " Let’s 
fight!”  that  growl  seemed  to  say.  And 
Bobbie  growled  back.  Now  the  dog  began 
to  back  away.  Suddenly  he  turned  and  ran 
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down  the  street  —  and  Bobbie  ran  after 
him. 

When  it  was  time  to  leave,  Mr.  Brazier 
gave  a  sharp  whistle  —  expecting  to  see 
the  big  collie  dash  toward  them.  But  he 
didn’t.  The  children  called  “Bobbie!  Bob¬ 
bie!’’  again  and  again.  And  still  the  dog 
did  not  come  into  sight. 

“Where  could  he  be?”  said  Mrs.  Bra¬ 
zier.  The  family  waited  for  a  long  time. 
Finally,  they  decided  to  look  for  Bobbie. 
First  they  walked  up  and  down  nearby 
streets  calling  his  name.  Then  they  went 
from  house  to  house  all  over  the  neigh¬ 
borhood.  But  no  one  had  seen  Bobbie. 
“Maybe  someone  has  stolen  him,”  one 
man  said.  “Or  maybe  he’s  been  hit  by  a 
car.”  When  the  children  heard  this  they 
burst  into  tears. 

Then  Mr.  Brazier  took  his  family  to  the 
town’s  newspaper  office.  He  told  a  re¬ 
porter  there  the  story.  And  he  offered  a 
reward.  “We  ll  pay  it  to  anyone  who  finds 
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him  and  lets  us  know,”  he  said.  Now  there 
was  nothing  else  to  do.  A  few  minutes 
later  four  very  unhappy  people  got  into 
their  car  and  drove  out  of  town. 

The  Braziers  continued  their  vacation 
and  then  returned  to  Oregon.  It  seemed 
strange  and  sad  to  be  back  home  without 
their  pet.  Time  passed.  It  was  the  fall  of 
1923.  Then  it  was  winter.  Then  it  was 
February  15,  1924  —  exactly  six  months 
to  the  day  since  Bobbie  had  been  left  be¬ 
hind  in  Wolcott,  Indiana. 

The  time  was  late  afternoon.  A  dog 
came  limping  up  the  street.  He  was  so 
thin  his  bones  showed  through  his  matted 
fur.  His  eyes  were  dull  and  his  body  was 
covered  with  raw  patches.  The  dog  turned 
in  at  the  Braziers’.  Slowly  he  climbed  the 
porch  steps.  He  stood  there  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments.  Then  his  legs  folded  under  him  and 
he  sank  to  the  floor. 

A  few  minutes  later  one  of  the  Brazier 
children  came  out  of  the  house.  She  stared 


at  the  dog.  The  dog  s  tail  moved  a  little. 
It  made  a  soft,  thumping  sound  against 
the  wooden  porch.  Suddenly  the  girl’s 
eyes  grew  wide.  “Bobbie!”  she  cried.  “It’s 
Bobbie!” 

And  it  was!  Somehow  Bobbie  had 
found  his  way  home!  But  it  had  taken  all 
his  strength  to  do  it.  Again  and  again  he 
tried  to  stand.  But  his  legs  were  too  weak. 
All  he  could  do  was  wag  his  tail  a  little  — 
and  lick  the  hands  that  were  petting  him. 

Quickly  the  Braziers  made  a  soft  bed  of 
blankets  for  him  next  to  the  kitchen  stove. 
For  the  next  few  days  they  fed  Bobbie 
small  meals  of  warm  milk  and  eggs  and 
soft  pieces  of  bread.  And  very  slowly  the 
collie  grew  stronger. 

The  Braziers  told  many  of  their  friends 
about  Bobbie.  And  before  long  other  peo¬ 
ple  began  to  hear  about  his  amazing  jour¬ 
ney  too.  A  newspaper  reporter  in  the 
nearby  city  of  Portland  wrote  a  story 
about  it.  Then  other  magazines  and  news- 
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papers  wrote  stories  too.  Suddenly  Bobbie 
was  famous! 

More  and  more  people  began  to  make 
special  trips  to  see  the  dog.  Before  they 
left  they  usually  asked  the  Braziers  two 
questions.  First,  where  had  Bobbie  been? 
What  kind  of  country  had  he  passed 
through  on  his  long  trip  home?  And  sec¬ 
ond,  how  had  he  done  it?  How  had  he 
managed  to  cross  three  thousand  miles  of 
land  he’d  never  seen  before  —  and  find 
his  way  back  to  one  small  town? 

The  Braziers  were  able  to  answer  the 
first  question  —  or  at  least  parts  of  it. 
A  number  of  people  who  had  read  about 
Bobbie  wrote  letters  to  them.  They  told 
of  seeing  the  collie  at  different  times  on 
his  trip  west.  A  woman  living  near  St. 
Louis,  Missouri  wrote  that  Bobbie  had 
stopped  at  her  house  in  the  late  summer 
of  1923.-  He’d  stayed  for  a  few  days  — 
then  one  morning  he  was  gone. 

Another  letter  came  from  a  small  town 
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near  Des  Moines.  Once  more  Bobbie  had 
stopped  for  a  while.  Once  more  he’d  been 
fed  and  petted.  And  once  more  he’d  dis¬ 
appeared  very  soon. 

Another  letter  came  from  much  farther 
west.  A  man  had  been  on  a  fishing  trip  in 
the  Rocky  Mountains  of  Colorado.  One 
evening  a  very  thin  collie  had  limped  into 
his  camp.  The  man  fed  the  dog  —  and  be¬ 
fore  long  he  grew  very  fond  of  him  too. 
Til  take  him  home  with  me  when  it’s  time 
to  go,”  the  man  decided.  But  on  the  last 
morning  of  his  trip  he  woke  —  to  find 
Bobbie  gone. 

The  Braziers  used  these  —  and  other 
letters  —  to  make  a  map  of  Bobbie’s  trip 
west.  It  was  a  rough  map.  Often  Bobbie 
had  gone  many  hundreds  of  miles  —  and 
nobody  wrote  to  say  he’d  been  seen.  But 
the  Braziers  knew  that  Bobbie  had  passed 
through  many  cities  and  towns.  He  had 
crossed  farms  and  forests.  He  had  waded 
in  streams  and  swum  deep  rivers.  He  had 
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climbed  over  the  Rocky  Mountains  in  the 
late  fall  of  the  year.  How  deep  the  snow 
must  have  been  on  those  high  peaks  then! 
He  had  plodded  through  mile  after  sandy 
mile  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake  Desert. 

The  Braziers  could  also  imagine  many 
of  the  things  that  had  happened  to  Bobbie 
along  the  way.  Some  people  had  been  very 
good  to  him,  true.  But  many  others 
wouldn’t  want  to  bother  with  a  strange 
dog  —  especially  such  a  thin  and  dirty 
looking  one. 

So  Bobbie  must  have  spent  most  of  his 
time  alone.  Very  likely  he  went  for  days 
without  food  or  water.  And  probably  most 
of  what  he  did  eat  came  from  garbage 
cans.  Yet  nothing  had  stopped  him — not 
mountains  or  deserts  or  hunger  or  pain  or 
bone-tiredness.  Against  all  odds,  he  had 
made  his  way  home  again! 

But  how ?  How  had  he  managed  to 
cross  those  thousands  of  miles  of  land 
he’d  never  seen  before? 


77 


This  was  not  such  an  easy  question  to 
answer!  Some  scientists  said  they  thought 
Bobbie  could  tell  where  he  was  by  the  sun 
and  the  stars.  Others  said  animals  like 
Bobbie  might  have  an  extra  built-in  sense 
—  like  the  sense  of  hearing  or  smell  —  to 
help  guide  them  where  they  wanted  to 
go.  A  few  people  even  said  that  perhaps 
Bobbie  could  “home  in”  on  the  Brazier 
family’s  minds.  Somehow  he  could  tell 
where  his  loved  ones  were. 

But  no  one  really  knew  the  answer  to 
the  question  of  how  Bobbie  made  his  in¬ 
credible  journey  then  —  and  no  one 
knows  today.  All  we  know  is  he  did.  Some¬ 
how  Bobbie  cared  enough  to  find  his  fam¬ 
ily  again. 
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